“VOL. ¢ NO. 36 SEPTEMBER 6, 1961 
" Sebbath School Lesson for September 16 














Cow the Angels Protected 


When Ivan got back to his ditch 
with the loaf of bread in his kit bag, he 
dropped the bag in front of his Adventist 
friend and shouted, “The Lord has pro- 
vided!” 

“Are you out of your mind?” one of the 
men asked. “Shellshocked, probably,” said 
another. “What do you mean?” queried the 
Adventist. 

“Look, feel. God has sent us food!” 

The Adventist felt the bag. “I can’t feel 
anything,” he said. 

So Ivan opened the bag and pulled out 
the loaf. He told the men where he had 
found it, and they admitted that God truly 
had provided as He had promised. 

Ivan offered to share the bread with them, 
but they said they had had their food that 
afternoon when they had eaten the soup, 
and now this bread should all go to the 
Adventists—who were only too glad to eat 
it. 

Six hours the battle lasted. The sun rose 
in the morning on a pitiful scene. Men lay 
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dead and dying all around, and the only 
activity seemed to be the movement of the 
medical detail, running to one and another 
of the injured, binding up their wounds, 
carrying them away on stretchers. 

Ivan and his Adventist friend felt a sense 
of peace quite in contrast to the fear of the 
night before. God had vindicated Himself 
before their companions. They had been 
convinced that God does care for those 


who trust Him. ® 
Ivan felt a tap on his shoulder. His of- 


ficer—the one who had ordered him to 
take the message through the battle—was 
looking down from the top of the ditch. 

“Would you like some milk?” he said. 

“Milk!” exclaimed Ivan. “Surely there is 
no milk out here!” 

“I know how hungry you must be after 
not eating yesterday. So I went out this 
morning to see if I could find something 
for you. Give me your cups.” 

Before Ivan and his friend could reply, 
the officer had reached down and taken the 
cups from the top of the two soldiers’ packs 
and was on his way toward a grove of trees. 

He returned a few minutes later with 
both cups full of milk so fresh it was still 
warm. 

“How in ” Ivan began. 

“I found a cow over there,” the officer 
said, “and I thought I’d milk her for you.” 

So God provided not only bread for those 
two faithful men, but milk too. 

But wait a minute! How did that cow 
live through that terrible battle, exposed 
as she was to shells and bombs and bullets? 
Surely the angels protected her so Ivan 
and his friend could have food in the 
morning. 

God continued to watch over those two 
Adventists. They were taken prisoner. Ivan 
was ordered to kill a fellow soldier, and 
when he refused he was beaten unconscious. 
After the war he was still very much alive 
and went to Australia, where today he is 
doing all he can to spread the message of 
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our soon-coming Saviour. He told his wa 
experiences to Pastor Roy C. Naden, and | 


learned of them from him. 
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A PANTHER 
Changed Jean's Mind 


By RUTH FOLTZ KELSEY 


ae whole family had worked hard all 
summer to get the house built by fall. 
As soon as the roof was on they had moved 
out of their tent and into the house. 

Then the boys had left for academy, and 
the windows still must be put in. Daddy’s 
work kept him away from home from dawn 
till dark. He had shown Jean how to put in 
the windows, for since mother’s death there 
had not been money enough to hire a car- 
penter. But Jean was determined that she 
would mot put in those windows. 

“Are you going to get the’ windows put 
in today?” her younger sister Carol asked 
one Monday morning. “If I didn’t have to 
go to school I would help you. Maybe I had 


better stay home and help you anyway. It 
looks as if it may rain before evening and the 
water will come right in.” 

Jean looked at the gaping openings in 
the walls of the new house and frowned. 
Then the frown changed to a scowl and her 
fists clenched. 

“I am not going to put in any old win- 
dows!” she declared crossly. “I don’t care if 
it does rain. Putting in windows isn’t a girl’s 
work, and I won’t be forced to do it. I've 
pounded nails all summer with the boys, 
and now that they have gone to the acad- 
emy, I am supposed to finish up. But this is 
the limit, and I won’t be a tomboy any 
longer.” To page 16 


“What was that?” 
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Animals Have the 


Most Amazing Equipment 


By GRACE V. WATKINS 


WERE lucky,” you tell your pal Chuck, 
“we humans. We've got good eyesight, 
good hearing, a sense of touch, and the 
sense of smell.” 

And Chuck nods, as pleased as you are 
that he’s a human being. 

But if you checked on what God has 
given the animals to help them meet life, 
you'd be surprised. 

Every boy or girl who has roamed in 
field and wood has become aware at some 
time that a skunk had been in that area 
recently. Powerful smell? Yes, indeed. Yet 
that double-strong scent is from only two or 
three drops of the skunk’s chemical supply. 
He. can throw those two or three drops ten 
feet, sometimes with amazingly accurate 
aim; and the smell carries on a breeze for 
half a mile or more! 

It’s a dramatic moment when Sammy 
Skunk turns his back toward whatever crea- 
ture he’s angry with, raises his tail, stamps 
his front feet, then hesitates before firing. 
Because he hesitates, some students of ani- 
mal life think that maybe the smell is dis- 
agreeable even to the skunk! But maybe 
he’s just being kind and giving his enemy a 
chance to get away. 

Another little creature with an odd 
means of defense is the horned toad. This 
small fellow can squirt blood from his eyes 
if he’s upset or annoyed. Biologists think 
this happens when a strong feeling of anger 
or fright causes the toad’s blood pressure to 


rise and the tiny blood vessels near the 
corners of his eye sockets burst, squirting 
blood in every direction. 

You like to go fishing? You aren't the 
only one. The matamata turtle of the Ama- 
zon River has several “fishing lines” that 
grow right-on his neck—lines that attract 
frogs, smaller fish, and other water crea- 
tures. Why don’t these little animals see the 
turtle and keep away? Because various wa- 
ter plants grow on the turtle’s shell. So 
when the turtle’s quietly relaxing on the 
floor of the river, he looks like a rock or a 
log. 

On, well, some people catch fish in nets,” 
you say. “That’s something animals don’t 
do.” Maybe animals don’t catch fish just that 
way; but when mosquitoes are flying in 
swarms close together, bats fly among them, 
scooping them up by lowering their tails, 
which serve as dip nets. 

Sea animals are well equipped too, for 
meeting the challenges of everyday life. 
Walruses find it handy to rake up clams 
from the mud on the ocean floor, using their 
tusks. In the Antarctic, Weddell seals can 
rip through several inches of ice in a short 
time by turning and twisting their heads, 
with their mouths open, using their power @® 
ful teeth to drill right through the ice. 

If you saw a big bear coming, you’d duck 
into the house. But the puffer, or globefish, 
and the porcupine fish have other ways of 
protecting themselves when they see an 
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enemy swimming toward them. They swell 
up to several times their usual size by tak- 
ing in air or water. Some varieties of these 
fish have spines all over their bodies, which 
can be quite dangerous. Some folks who 
have studied these feel that if a shark should 
be foolish enough to swallow one, he'd be 
in for trouble: the fish would gnaw through 
the shark’s stomach and make his escape. 
But others say this is only a good story! 

Did you ever hear of a fish called the 
sting ray, or stingaree? If you interfered 
with him, he'd make use of his sharp 
stinger; and, aside from the danger of in- 
fection, you’d be in danger of severe poison- 
ing. Some people have been ill for months 
after being attacked by a stingaree, others 
have had permanent injury to a limb, and 
some have died. 

Electric eels? They really do exist. 
Where? In rivers and lakes in some parts of 
South America. These eels, greatly feared 
by the natives, can give a very powerful 
electric shock, so strong that sometimes na- 
tives have drowned because they were so 
paralyzed by the shock they were unable to 
help themselves. 

If you and your pals are tops in pole vault, 
why not compare notes with the tree kanga- 
roo? Sometimes he jumps from a branch in 
one tree to a branch in another tree, which 
is fifteen feet lower, and forty feet away. 
One tree kangaroo was seen to jump to the 
ground from a branch fifty feet high. 

Scurrying from enemies, swiftly hiding 
from sight, defending themselves—these 
skills most animals have. But for keen smell 
that helps him nose out choice morsels, the 
brown bear wins the prize; for he can smell 
honey buried a foot and a half underground, 
fifty feet away! 

Even if we can’t smell honey that far off, 
or jump fifty feet from a tree and land un- 
injured, or puff up to several times our 
normal size, it’s more fun to be human 
beings. But for a hobby, studying animals is 
high on the list. If you like to draw, you 
can make fascinating books of animal draw- 
ings, either from live animals you see, or by 
using pictures in nature books as models. 

Maybe your club could have an animal 
party, with games and stunts featuring ani- 
mals. It would be real fun. 
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Walrus, bear, bat, porcupine fish, horned toad. 
Read about their amazing equipment in the story. 
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TWO BOYS WITHOUT 
A HOME 


By WESLEYANNE HUDSON 


Buy and Marion were too young to re- 
alize that their father was a criminal 
and their mother was sick. They didn’t 
understand at all why the man next door 
was so willing to let them come into his 
garden and dig up his carrots. They 
thought it was normal to be hungry all the 
time. 

A cold wind was blowing their tattered 
garments one day as they sat munching in 
the neighbor's yard in the low country of 
Florida, when they looked down the dusty 
road and noticed that “the lady” was com- 
ing. She visited them once a week, and 
they really liked her because, after she had 
talked to their mother, she would tell them 
a story. 

Often after the lady left, the boys had 
seen their mother wipe tears from her eyes. 
She would always try to be cheerful and 
laugh with them, but she never was able to 
cover up her feelings very well. 

“I wonder what the lady has for us to- 
day?” asked Billy. 

“I hope she has a good story,” said Mar- 
ion. “Last week that one about the big 
house where a lot of children live together 
was interesting.” 

“Yes, that was pretty good,” Marion said. 

“I wonder what her story will be today,” 
Billy said. “Let’s go and see.” 

Off they ran as fast as their short legs 
could take them. By the time they reached 
the front yard the lady was just getting out 
of her car. 

“Hello, boys,” was her cheerful greeting 
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as she gave both of them a hug. “How are 
my favorite pals today?” 

“Oh, we're doing fine, I guess,” Billy 
replied. 

“Say, do you have a story for us to- 
day?” Marion asked eagerly. 

“No, I’m afraid not today, honey. Some- 
thing very important has come up that I 
must discuss with both you and your 
mother. Let's go inside—all right?” 

Upon reaching the house they found 
mother lying on the couch with one of her 
bad headaches. 

“Is there anything I can do for you, Mrs. 
Johnson?” the lady asked. 

“No, I think I'll be all right. I couldn't 
help overhearing your conversation with 
the boys outside, and I’m curious to know 
what the trouble is. Has something hap- 
pened to my husband?” 

“Well, let’s put it this way, my dear,” 
the lady said. “Mr. Johnson is in trouble 
with the police and is in jail.” 

This stunned the boys. Daddy in jail! 

“Say, Marion, we'd better watch her!” 
whispered Billy to his brother. “She just 
can’t be telling the truth.” 

“I know it and you know it, but she 
seems pretty sure she’s telling the truth!” 
Marion answered. 

“He got into an argument with another 
man early this morning, and _ things 
changed from bad to worse. The men be- 
gan to fight. Your husband hurt the man 
badly. He is in the hospital, not expected 
to live,” the lady continued. 


“Oh, no!” cried Mrs. Johnson. “I knew 
it would come to this someday, but I just 
didn’t want to believe it.” She could hardly 
control herself now as the tears started 
flowing. 

“Boys, do you remember the big house 
I told you about last week where a lot of 
children live?” the lady asked. 

“Yes,” they answered together. 

“Well, if it is all right with your 

other, I'd like to take you to that house 
to live for a while.” 

“What!” exclaimed Billy. “You want us 
to leave home?” 

“Can mamma come too?” asked Marion. 

“No, I’m afraid not, my dear,” replied 
the lady. “Mother is a very sick person and 
should be in a hospital where she can get 
good care. When she gets well she can 
come to visit you every Sunday afternoon. 
You understand you won't have to stay 
there very long, only until your father is re- 
leased from jail and your mother gets well.” 

There was a moment of silence. This 
idea was entirely new to the boys. It would 
be so strange to live in a house with a lot 
of children, and having a lot of things 
they didn’t have now. 

“I don’t know,” Billy said. “If mother 
thinks it’s best, then we'll go.” 

“Hey, wait just a minute!” Marion ex- 
ploded. “Don’t I have anything to say about 
this? I don’t want to leave mamma.” 


Mrs. Hudson went to work with the scrub brush, determined that these boys would be clean! 








“Well, darling, you must be brave,” said 
mother. “I think the big house would be 
the ideal place for you both for a while. 
Tell you what; why don’t you go to your 
room and pack your things?” 

The boys went to their room with heavy 
hearts. They were satisfied with things as 
they were. What if they didn’t always have 
clean clothes to wear or enough food to 
eat? Mr. Roberts let them eat raw carrots 
from his garden; this was enough for them. 

Neither of them wanted the other to 
know, but both were at the point of tears. 

“I wonder what it'll be like?” questioned 
Marion. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” replied Billy. “I 
hope there are a lot of boys and girls there 
so we can play with them.” 

“Yeah,” Marion said in a low tone. He 
couldn’t say anything else, because the tears 
would have come for sure if he had. 

“Well, here goes,” Billy said. “It won't 
be long until we can come back home.” 

After what seemed a very short time, 
the boys had their suitcases packed and in 
the car. 

“Mother, are you coming with us?” asked 
Marion. 

“T'll ride with you to the big house and 
get you settled, dear,” mother said. “Then 
from there I'll go to the hospital for a rest 
to see if I can get well quickly so we can 
To page 18 
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Toni was sure she did! 


DID 


PATTY 


CHEAT? 


By BERTHA CROW 
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| ang sat at her desk and stared into space, 
not really seeing anything. The school- 
room was empty now, except for herself 
and the teacher. She had watched the last of 
the laughing pupils pass through the door, 
happy that another school day had ended. 
How Toni wished she might join them! 

In her mind’s eye she could see them 
strolling off, linking their arms together in 
pairs or little groups of friendliness. Last 
week she had been a part of that happy 
group. But that was last week, before she 
had told what she knew about Patty. Now 
she was getting the cold-shoulder treat- 
ment. 

Miss Martin’s pleasant voice broke her 
reverie. “Did you want me to help you with 
your lessons?” she asked. Miss Martin was a 
bit surprised that Toni had remained. How- 
ever, her students often did this when they 
needed special help with some difficult 
problem. 

“No, Miss Martin,” Toni answered list- 
lessly. “I’m going right away. But I think 
I'll sharpen these pencils first.” 

How she did hate to step out that door 
and have all her one-time friends turn their 
back. Even Mary Ann was distant. She 
wouldn’t walk home with her any more. 
Toni was more lonesome than she had been 
when she first came to Hadley school and 
didn’t have any friends. 

Toni sharpened her pencils and straight- 
ened the books in her desk. She was aware 
that Miss Martin was watching, so she didn’t 
dare let fall the tears that welled in her eyes. 

“Is something wrong, Toni?” the teacher 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” Toni answered. “I’m going now. 
Good-by.” 

Toni hurried through the door. She 
looked neither right nor left but headed 
straight home. Her heart ached when she 
came to the corner where Mary Ann usually 
waited for her. She didn’t have to look to 
know Mary Ann was not there. Oh, being 
left out was terrible! Something had to be 
done. But how could she say she was sorry 
for something she believed was true? Her 
mistake was in telling what she knew. 


“I know Patty cheated on that spelling 
test,” she argued with herself, trying to 
justify her actions. But it didn’t help any. 
She kept remembering the look on Patty’s 
face when she had been confronted with 
the evidence. 

“I do dread these surprise tests,” Mary 





Ann had remarked. “If Miss Martin would 
only tell us beforehand, we'd have a chance 
to study.” 

“I suppose if we studied every day we 
wouldn’t have to cram for a test,” philoso- 
phized Carolyn. 

And then Toni had made her fatal re- 
mark. What damage a few words can do! 
“Has it occurred to you how strange it is 
that all of us failed except Patty? And she 
made one hundred!” 

“Well, what’s so strange about that?” an- 
swered Carolyn. “I suppose she studies.” 

Why, oh, why hadn't Toni let the subject 
drop right there! But she hadn't. 

“T'll tell you why,” she had said, relishing 
the bombshell she was about to drop. “She 
cheated.” 

“No, Toni!” Mary Ann gasped. “How 
terrible. I’m sure Patty would never do such 
a thing.” 

“I don’t believe it, either,” said Carolyn. 

“I tell you she did,” said Toni. “When 
we were turning our papers in, Patty 
reached in her pocket for her handkerchief, 
and a list of words fell out.” 
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“Pil tell you why Patty got one hundred,” Toni hissed. “She cheated.” 


“There must be some mistake,” said 
Mary Ann. “There she is.” She had spied 
Patty and some of her friends walking 
along. “Let's go and ask her.” 

The three girls rushed over to Patty and 
her friends. 

“Oh, I can explain,” laughed Patty. “Yes- 
terday when I finished studying, I dropped 
the list in my school-dress pocket and for- 
got all about it. I didn’t cheat.” 

“How did you manage to make one hun- 
dred then?” Toni asked. She didn’t like 
having been mistaken. 

“I just studied, that’s all,” Patty said. 

“Everybody knows you're not smart,” 
Toni retorted sharply. 

Patty didn’t reply, but her brown eyes 
looked stricken as she turned away. 

“You didn’t have to be so cruel, Toni,” 
Mary Ann said. “I know you were mis- 
taken.” 

“I still say she cheated,” Toni said stub- 
bornly. 

“You jumped to the wrong conclusion,” 
Carolyn said. “The same thing could hap- 
pen to any of us.” To page 14 
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SHOMI 


Fulfills His Dream 


By YUIMI D. LUIKHAM 


| WISH I could go to school,” mused Tom- 
pok as he dropped some seeds into the 
soil. 

He enjoyed what he was doing. It was 
fun sowing seeds and watching the little 
plants spring up, then keeping the weeds 
from choking them, and finally helping to 
gather in the harvest; but he longed to go 
to school. He wanted to be able to read, 
but more than anything else he was eager 
to know how to write. He had so many 
good ideas he wished he could put on 
paper before he forgot them. 

Working along today, Tompok did not 
notice that the sun was directly overhead 
until he heard his father calling him. 

As father and son sat down in the shade 
of a widespreading fig tree, in whose 
branches a family of monkeys were scam- 
pering about, Tompok felt the time had 
come to talk to his father about going to 
school. But just as he was getting the cour- 
age to bring up the subject, his father said 


rather solemnly, “Tompok, you are my only 


son. Someday you will be a rich man and 
will manage many farms. Our land is 
fertile, and as you know I own a larger 
tract than do any of our neighbors.” 

Oh, dear! This was mof¢ the time to talk 
about going to school, so Tompok replied 
simply, “Yes, Father, I shall do my best to 
be a good farmer.” 

In the days that followed, when he was 
not busy on the farm Tompok spent much 
time fishing on the nearby lake. He loved 
to paddle in his little boat. But although he 
lived a happy, carefree life, there was al- 
ways burning in his breast that yearning 
for an education. 
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One sad day Tompok’s father suddenly 
died. Tompok was still too young to care 
for the farm, so his mother rented it out 
and moved into town. Tompok was some- 
what comforted over the loss of his beloved 
father by the thought that now he would 
be able to attend school. 

The days sped happily by and Tompok, 
being more mature than the average be- 
ginner, made rapid progress in school and 
finished the work of the first few years in 
less than the usual time. After about five 
years he moved into a dormitory and it was 
there that I made his acquaintance. 

We were about the same age, we studied 
in the same grade, and we lived in the 
same school home, so it is not surprising 
that Tompok and I became fast friends in 
spite of the great difference in our back- 
grounds. My father was a Baptist minister, 
and I had been taught to love and reverence 
the Word of God. I had a good stock of 
Bible stories in my mind. My friend Tom- 
pok came from a non-Christian family. He 
had never heard the wonderful stories of 
the Bible. But he listened attentively as I 
told them to him over and over. And when, 
on his birthday, I gave him a little Bible 
as a present he was so thrilled he clasped 
it to his breast exclaiming, “It is my own! 
My very own!” 

I told him of Jesus and His love, and his 
heart was touched. He determined to be- 
come a Christian. It was a great decision 
for a young fellow from a spirit-worshiping 
home to make, but Tompok was in earnest 
and began at once to look upon himself as 
a follower of Jesus. 

Often Tompok and I talked of our plans 





for the future. We decided that we would 
become preachers and carry the message of 
Jesus’ love to his people, the Kabui Nagas. 
One day I said to him, “Since you are going 
to be the one who opens up Christianity to 
your people let us change your name from 
Tompok to Shomi.” (For Shomi means 
“The one who opens the way.”) So just as 
Saul became Paul, so Tompok became 
Shomi. 


S At first Shomi’s mother did not pay much 
a 


ttention to his talk about becoming a 
Christian, but when she saw that he was 
serious about it she began to oppose him 
and tried in every way to keep him from 
attending Christian services. 

One day Shomi said to me, “Let us go 
to see my uncle and tell him of my plan to 
be baptized and become a Christian. If he 
gives his consent, my mother will agree.” 
So we went to see his uncle, back in Tom- 
pok’s home village. 

We found he had been ill for some time 
and had used up much of his money for 
medicines that had done him no good. He 
was discouraged. He said to Shomi, “I, too, 
am seeking light, so go ahead and be a 
Christian. And if your Jesus is all that 
you think He is, I also will follow Him.” 

This gave us great encouragement. Be- 
fore leaving the village we visited among 
Shomi’s old friends and relatives. Children 
gathered in groups here and there, whis- 





pering to one another that we were Chris- 
tian boys. We again promised each other 
that someday we would return to teach 
these very children the sweet story of salva- 
t10n. 

After finishing the elementary school our 
ways parted. Shomi returned to his village 
to plow and sow and reap in his father’s 
fields, and I planned to go on into the local 
high school. But the Lord had other plans 
for me. 

At this time a Seventh-day Adventist 
minister came preaching in our hills. After 
much study, my father and my oldest 
brother decided to accept the message. They 
were the first of the Tangkhul Nagas to 
become Seventh-day Adventists. 

One day our missionary, Thomas M. Ash- 
lock, invited all the young people who had 
finished the elementary grades to attend the 
Seventh-day Adventist training school 
where we could work to help pay our school 
expenses. My brother and I and a number 
of others responded. Later in the year, after 
we had been carefully instructed, we were 
baptized. How I longed for my friend 
Shomi to share this precious experience 
with me! I often wrote to him about the 
good things I was learning. 

The next year, to my great joy, Shomi 
joined me as I returned to the Adventist 
training school. My cup of happiness was 

To page 15 


Shomi went back to planting seeds in his father’s field, but God had other plans for him. 


(CS = 
e . 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 





THE SEVEN APPLES 


By KAY HEISTAND 


WAnpa dropped the magazine she was 
holding. A startled, guilty expression 
crossed her brown eyes as she looked at her 
cousin Charlotte. The knock sounded gently 
on her bedroom door again. Surely it was 
no sound to frighten two young girls—but 
it certainly had frightened them! 

“Who can it be?” hissed Charlotte. 

“Everybody's gone—I can’t imagine,” 
Wanda whispered back. Then she called 
clearly, “Yes? Who is it?” 

“It's grandma. Are you in 
Wanda?” 

“Oh, no, not grandma!” Wanda groaned 
under her breath. She got up and crossed 
to the door slowly, holding the magazine 
behind her. Charlotte let the dress she was 
hemming drop from her hands into her 
lap, and sat waiting, ready for the worst. 

“Come in, Grandma,” Wanda said, try- 
ing to sound cheerful. “Mother and the rest 
of the family went to call on old Mrs. 
Biggs. She's sick, you know.” 

Grandma entered the room briskly. Al- 
though she was very old, she still got around 
well. Ordinarily the girls were glad to see 
her, for they loved her dearly, but—not 
today! 

Grandma’s sharp blue eyes sparkled be- 
hind her spectacles as she looked about her. 
“I thought maybe you girls might be up 
here,” she said. “Hadn’t seen you at church 
for quite a while.” She stopped speaking 
and looked steadily at the dress that lay on 
Charlotte’s lap. Charlotte still held the 
needle in her fingers. Grandma shook her 
head and said gently, “Sewing on the Sab- 
bath, child? I’m surprised.” 
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there, 


“Sit down, Grandma,” Wanda said nerv- 
ously, trying to distract the old lady’s at- 
tention. Then, sitting on the bed herself, 
she tried to drop her magazine down be- 
hind the bed. 

“What's that, Wanda? You act mighty 
anxious to hide that magazine. Let me see 
it.” Grandma sat down in the reed rocker 
and held out her hand toward Wanda. 

Wanda sighed and stooped for the mag- 
azine. Her face flamed scarlet as she handed 
it to her grandmother. “A girl gave it to me, 
Grandma. I don’t buy them,” she tried to 
excuse herself. 

Grandma settled her glasses more firmly 
on her nose, studied the cover on the maga- 
zine and read some of the titles written on 
it. “Isn’t this what they call a ‘confession 
magazine’?” she asked tartly, her nose 
wrinkled in disgust. “I must say, Wanda, it’s 
bad enough for you to be reading this 
trash—but to be reading it on the Sabbath, 
of all times. I’m honestly surprised!” 

Both the girls looked down into their 
laps and shifted nervously. Wanda felt as 
though she were going to be sick at her 
stomach. She had told the truth, she really 
wasn’t reading the sensational magazine, 
but she had always been curious about suc 
magazines, and she knew she had been 
planning to read this one until her grandma 
interrupted. 

“I wanted to wear this dress tonight, 
Grandma. It was too long, and I was just 
taking up the hem,” Charlotte alibied, 
flushing to the roots of her light curly hair. 
Her blue eyes were distressed and looked 
ready to brim over with tears. 
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Wanda tried to hide the magazine behind the bed. But grandma had noticed and held out a hand for it. 


“Greed,” said grandma sorrowfully. “Just 
plain greed.” 

Wanda looked at her grandmother in 
amazement. What did “greed” have to do 
with sewing on the Sabbath or reading 
wrong things? 

“I don’t understand, Grandma,” Charlotte 
said. “What do you mean? Surely we aren't 
greedy?” 

“Yes, in a way you are,” grandma said 
seriously. “It’s all in the way you look at it. 
Did I ever tell you about the farmer and 
the seven apples?” 

The girls shook their heads. Wanda 
hoped grandma would tell them about the 
farmer. Maybe she'd forget to keep on 
scolding them then. “Please tell us, 
Grandma,” she begged. 

Grandma began, “There was an old farmer 
standing at his gate as some boys were 
passing on their way to school. He called 
to them and pointed to an apple tree and 
asked the boys if they would like some 
apples. Of course, they agreed happily. The 
old farmer said, ‘There are only seven ap- 


ples on the tree. I'll give you six, but I am 
keeping one on the tree for myself.’ The 
boys thought that was all right, so taking 
the six apples, they started down the road, 
eating. When school was out and they were 
going home, they were hungry again, and 
they saw the last of the apples still hanging 
by itself on the tree. One boy said, ‘I sure 
wish I had another apple.’ Then picking up 
a club, he said, ‘I w#ll have another apple!’ 
and he knocked that last apple off the tree 
and ate it.” Grandma paused and looked at 
the two girls. 

Wanda and Charlotte looked everywhere 
but at each other or at their grandmother. 
They were beginning to be suspicious of 
the seven apples. Wanda finally asked, 
“Then what happened, Grandma?” 

“What a to the boy is not im- 
portant, Wanda. What happens to you and 
Charlotte is much more important. For God 
has given us six days in which to labor and 
do the things we want to do. He has asked 
us to remember the Sabbath day and keep 
it holy, for rest and worship. There are many 
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who beat the last apple off the tree, taking 
the Sabbath day to read and play and work. 
In fact, some take the Sabbath to do more 
work than on other days. And this is greed. 
God has given you six days—can you not 
give Him one day?” Grandma smiled at 
her granddaughters. 

The girls managed to smile back. “I’m 
sorry, Grandma,” Wanda cried, getting up 
and kissing her grandmother's soft, wrin- 
kled cheek. “I’m so ashamed. And thank you 
so much for talking to us and telling us the 
story.” 

Charlotte jumped up and went to kneel 
beside her grandmother. “I'll not do so 
again, Grandma. I deserve to be punished, 
any way you wish.” 

As grandma put her arms around her 
two granddaughters, hugging them tightly, 
and smiling into the pretty, repentant faces, 
she said, “I don’t need to punish you any 
more. I think you'll take this little talk of 
ours to heart and never forget the lesson 
you've been shown today.” 

“We won't forget, Grandma. We prom- 
ise we won't!” they cried together. And 
they never did. 


Did Patty Cheat? 
From page 9 


“So you say,” said Toni vehemently. “Be- 
lieve her if you want to. But I still say she 
cheated.” 

With that Mary Ann and Carolyn had 
walked off, leaving Toni to believe any- 
thing she chose. And now the whole class 
knew what Toni had said. 

Still thinking of the terrible experience, 
Toni walked home, turning into the right 
streets instinctively. She turned the prob- 
lem over and over, but no solution came to 
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her mind. As she opened the kitchen door 
she sighed deeply. This would never do. 

Mother had been eyeing her lately. She 
mustn't ever let mother know that she had 
accused someone falsely. Mother could ask 
some hard questions that always left one 
feeling uncomfortable. Then, too, Toni 
knew she must clear her mind of all dis- 
tractions long enough to concentrate on her 
social studies. Miss Martin had warned the 
class that a test was coming and there would 
be no excuse if anyone failed. 

Toni made notes and studied until sup- 
pertime. Once the dishes were done, she 
didn’t join the family in their usual round 
of chatter, but went quietly to bed, worn 
out from the battles of the day. 

The next day was the same as the one 
before. That is, it was until after the social 
studies test. The pupils exchanged and 
graded one another's papers while the 
teacher called out the answers. Nothing was 
strange or unusual about the scores made 
on this test. Those who usually made good 
scores made good scores. Those who usually 
did badly, failed. Papers were returned to 
the rightful owners, and preparations were 
begun for dismissal. 

Mary Ann paused beside Toni’s desk. “Is 
this yours?” she whispered as she handed 
Toni a tightly folded sheet of paper. 

Instantly Toni recognized the notes she 
had made last night. And at that instant 
Miss Martin looked up. 

“Toni and Mary Ann, are you passing 
notes?” she asked. 

Neither of the girls could reply. “You 
will please remain after school,” teacher 
continued. “Class dismissed.” 

Painfully embarrassed, the two girls 
waited for the room to clear. Silently they 
waited for Miss Martin to finish the paper 
she was checking. At last she looked up. 

“You girls know it is against the rules 
to pass notes during school hours,” she said 
kindly. 

“But we weren't, Miss Martin,” answered 
Mary Ann. “Toni’s paper was on the floor. 
I only returned it to her.” 

“May I see the paper?” Miss Martin re- 
quested. 

Very slowly Toni took the notes from 
her pocket. What must she do now? Miss 
Martin was sure to think she had copied. 

“They are my notes, Miss Martin.” Toni 
blushed. “They were in my pocket. I don’t 
know how they got on the floor.” 
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“Did you copy?” asked Miss Martin. 

“No, Miss Martin. Really I didn’t,” Toni 
answered earnestly. “I knew you'd think I 
did, but I didn’t.” 

Miss Martin smiled. “Then you may go.” 

Mary Ann heaved a sigh of relief, but 
tears spilled over and streamed down 
Toni’s cheeks. 

“What's the matter, Toni?” Miss Martin 
asked surprised. 

“Oh, Miss Martin,” Toni sobbed. “The 
very same thing happened to Patty last 
week when we had our surprise spelling 
test. And I didn’t believe her when she ex- 
plained how it happened. But you did be- 
lieve me. I said cruel things to her, and I've 
been miserable ever since. At the time I 
just couldn’t see how it could have hap- 
pened accidentally, but now I do. Every- 
one’s been unfriendly to me ever since.” 

“We all make mistakes, Toni,” said Miss 
Martin. “When we learn we are mistaken, 
the only thing to do is to admit it.” 

“Don’t feel so bad, Toni,” said Mary 
Ann. “As Carolyn said, ‘It could happen 
to any of us, you know.’” 

“I think Patty will forgive you if you ask 


her, and I’m sure the girls will be friends 
with you again,” Miss Martin said. 

Toni dried her eyes. “Do you really think 
she will? Oh, I do hope so. I’m going 
right now to find her.” 

Toni and Mary Ann skipped off together 
like old times. Patty was just as anxious to 
forgive as Toni was to be forgiven. Soon 
they were talking and laughing as though 
nothing had happened. 

Toni was happier than she had been in 
all of two weeks, but she made a mental 
resolution: mever again would she stub- 
bornly stick to a wrong conclusion. 


Shomi Fulfills His Dream 
From page 11 


full when he openly took his stand for Jesus 
and was baptized. Once again we renewed 
our determination to take the message to 
the Kabui Nagas. 

Shomi’s opportunity to do this came 
sooner than he had expected, for during the 
following vacation he was asked to work 
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as interpreter for my father and Missionary 
Thomas Ashlock in an evangelistic effort 
in his own village of the Kabui Hills. 

How eagerly the people listened as 
Shomi repeated in their language the mes- 
sage of the missionary. He said, “I come 
not to present a new God to you, but 
rather to remind you of the great love of 
God the Creator, whom your fathers have 
acknowledged from earliest times.” 

Then he told them that the Creator loved 
them so much that if they would but trust 
Him He would protect them and they would 
no longer need to offer sacrifices to the evil 
spirits. This appealed to the people, and 
they came night after night to listen to the 
words of life. 

The missionary told them that in the 
long ago their first parents had sinned and 
thus brought death to all mankind. He 
told them about the great Flood of waters 
and the building of the Tower of Babel. 
And he told them many other Bible sto- 
ries, which surprisingly, the people already 
knew something about. For the old men of 
the tribe had told them similar stories, 
stories that had been handed down from 
generation to generation and had been re- 
peated and discussed around the evening 
campfires for thousands of years. But now 
the people were hearing a new story, and 
it brought hope and joy to their hearts. 
They were learning that God loved His 
disobedient children and had made a plan 
to save them from this world of sin. How 
sweet was this story to their ears! How 
wonderful to learn that God’s Son was will- 
ing to give His own life to save sinners! 

Many, including Shomi’s mother, ac- 
cepted Jesus as their Saviour. They were 
baptized and joined the remnant church. 
So Shomi—true to his name—became the 
one who opened the door of truth to his 
people, the Kabui Nagas. 

Later our dreams of junior days came 
true in the fullest sense, for Shomi and I 
were invited to hold an evangelistic effort 
all by ourselves in the Kabui Hills. 


A Panther Changed Jean’s Mind 
From page 3 


“Well, you can’t expect daddy to take 
time off to do it, and it is a week till an- 
other Sunday,” protested Carol, gathering 
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up her books. “He certainly can’t do it in 
the dark, and there’s no telling when the 
power company will connect us up for 
lights.” 

“I don’t care,” said Jean, beginning to 
sweep the floor. “This doing men’s work 
has got to stop somewhere, and now is as 
good a time as any. The weather is warm, 
we're under a roof, and the windows will 
have to wait.” 

“Now, Jean, you know ‘a lady can prop- 
erly do anything, as long as she does it in a 
ladylike fashion,” Carol quoted—and 
ducked the chip Jean threw at her. She ran, 
giggling, to catch the school bus. 

The sky did look cloudy, Jean reflected. 
But it almost never rained in this part of 
California at this time of year. 

She finished the sweeping and made the 
beds, baked bread, and looked after Timmy, 
the lively five-year-old. It was hard enough 
to keep house under such crude circum- 
stances, she mused, without having to put 
in windows too! 

Night came and the lanterns were 
lighted. The girls were tired enough to 
go to bed early. Tonight daddy would be 
staying in town to attend to some business. 

“K—r—r—tr! Kr—r—row!” Jean’s eyes 
flew open and she sat up in bed to listen. 
A minute later Wu, the little dog, leaped 
onto her bed, and went down under the 
covers. 

“Kr—1r—1—r—ow! Kr—r—yow!” The 
awful noise was coming closer, from the 
forest on the hill behind the house. The pet 
cat came tearing in, leaped onto the bed, 
too, and crawled under the covers beside the 
dog. For once Wu did not argue with him. 

“K—h! Kh—yeow!” The coughing wails 
were becoming screams as the animal ap- 
proached the house. It must be by the spring 
now, not fifty yards away. 

“Jean! What in the world is that?” Carol 
whispered softly. 

“It’s a panther,” replied Jean as softly. 
“There used to be some around when I 
lived here before, but I never dreamed there®™ 
were any left.” 

“Will it come into the house?” Carol 
asked. 

“They go into chicken houses, and some- 
times into sheep barns,” Jean remembered. 
“And I guess this does look more like a 
barn than a house. It would not bother us, 
I’m sure, but it might try for Timmy if it’s 
real hungry.” 
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PEN PALS 


Ruth Lachica, Philippine Union College, P.O. Box 
1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Stamps. 

Lily Chan, age 15. 41 Selegie Road, Singapore 7, 
Malaya. Stamps, reading, cooking. 

Eva Saavedra, age 13. 75 Gonzaga Street, Bacolod 
City, Negros Occidental, Philippine Islands. 

Patty Blachek, age 13. 30 High Street, Montrose, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Piano, cooking, reading, swim- 
ming, sewing, baby-sitting. 


U.S.A. Baby-sitting, skating, biking, reading, piano, 
swimming. 

David Bullock, age 13. 7 Laurel Street, Montrose, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Tennis, basketball, trombone, 
model cars and planes. 

Ross Decker, age 10. Kingsley, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. 
Biking, swimming, guitar, fishing. 

Ronnie Reading, age 10. 315 Summit Road, Media, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Piano, biking, stones, skating, 
singing. 

Ann Albertson, age 13. Route 1, Box 14, Ridge- 
field, Washington, U.S.A. Reading, sewing, cooking, 
baking, boating, swimming, camping. 

Sandra Norberg, age 11. Route 7, 2206 N. E. 139th 
Street, Vancouver, Washington, U. 5A. Riding horses, 
biking, boating, camping, swimming, reading, cook- 
ing, baking. 

Dolly Wilson, age 13. Route 1, Wilkinson, Indi- 
ana, U.S.A. 

Sharon Highwarden, age 13. 1157 Fair Avenue, 
Columbus 5, Ohio, U.S.A. Stamps, post cards, read- 
ing, sports. 

Gayle Dunbar, age 14. R.D. 1, Thomasville, Penn- 
sylvania, U.S.A. Sports, cooking, reading, animals. 

Barbara Jo Dunbar, age 11 1, Thomasville, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Flute, piano, sports, reading, 
animals. 

Elizabeth Andrews, age 13. P.O. Box 232, Dilling- 


; Janelle Decker, age 12. Kinsley, Pennsylvania, 


ham, Alaska, U.S.A. Baby-sitting, swimming, skating, 
rocks, reading. 

Clois Ann Britz, Box 159, Ingleside, Texas, U.S.A. 
Riding horses, arrowheads, dogs, post cards. 

Jacob James Yako, age 11. Wood River, Dilling- 
ham, Alaska, U.S.A. Skating, swimming, skiing, 
driving outboard motors, dogs, cats. 

Susan Kichler, age 11. 165 Washington, Lander, 
Wyoming, U.S.A. Pressing flowers, piano, reading. 

Herbert L. Puen, age 14. 2259 Hulali Place, Hono- 
lulu 17, Hawaii, U.S.A. Airplanes, electronics, bik- 


ing. 

Brenda Griffin, age 13. Route 4, Box 148, Athens, 
Alabama, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, camping. 

Andrew Griffin, age 11. Route 4, Box 148, Athens, 
Alabama, U.S.A. Biking, fishing, sports, swimming. 

Sherry Olsen, Route 1, Box 147, Fort Atkinson, 
Wisconsin, U.S.A. Cats, dogs, horses, turtles, pho- 
tography, painting, drawing, stamps, paper dolls, 
geography. 

Brenda Hall, age 11. 2714 Norfolk Road, Orlando, 
Florida, U.S.A. Horses, dogs, drawing, swimming, 
camping. 

Cherie Chung, age 11, 861 Auloa Road, Kailua, 
akin Hawaii, U.S.A. Swimming, horses, shells, art, 
hikin 

Gladys Lavallee, Box 687, Depue, Illinois, U.S.A. 
Music, singing, cooking, baking, post cards, shells, 
pictures of royal families. 

Wanda Thompson, age 13. 3730 N. Stanislaus 
Street, Stockton 4, California, U.S.A. Piano, stamps, 
flute, reading, Pathfinder Club, swimming, post cards. 

Cecile Beltz, age 12. Bennett, Colorado, U.S.A. 
Piano, biking, stamps. 

Ruth Duncan, age 11. 5702 S. Old Mill Street, 
Sp. 2, Littleton, Colorado, U.S.A. Sewing, piano, 
drum, singing, hiking, cooking, baking. 

Nancy Landis, age 12. Route 1, Box 931, Sumner, 
Washington, U.S.A. Swimming, horses, cantping, 
piano. 











“What can we do?” Carol tried to keep 
her teeth from chattering. The screams 
were now coming from the dooryard. The 
beast was walking around the building. 
Jean took herself firmly in hand. 

“Pray,” she said. “Pray that Timmy won't 
wake up and be frightened. If the panther 
comes in, though, yell and bang the floor 
and make all the noise you can. Cats hate a 
racket. I will light the lantern and set it in 
the doorway.” She did so, and the screams 
stopped for a moment. Was the beast com- 
ing into the house? The girls listened 
breathlessly. Then a scream came from un- 
derneath the floor. 

“You have the gun,” reminded Carol, very 
softly. 

“But no light to aim with,” answered 
Jean. “The flashlight battery is almost dead. 
A wounded panther is very dangerous.” 
Another scream, and Timmy stirred. 

At that Jean sprang up and loaded the .22 


rifle. Taking the lantern, she hurried to the 
door and fired several shots into a stump 
just outside. She quickly got back into bed 
and the girls lay listening. 

After a bit they heard the hunting coughs 
of the panther receding into the night as 
the beast went down the canyon. With a 
prayer of thankfulness, they at last went to 
sleep. 

Just before dawn Jean awakened to hear 
a spatting noise near the crib that stood be- 
tween her bed and Carol's. 

“Oh, dear!” she thought. “Now it is rain- 
ing, and the roof leaks! I hope Timmy 
won't get wet.” She turned on the flash- 
light. Its feeble rays showed a large skunk 
standing under the crib, stamping a warn- 
ing foot at Wu, who stood trembling with 
fright. It was the stamping foot Jean had 
heard. There was no rain. 

“Down, Wu! Get out of that! Go on 
away!” she ordered. She saw Carol stiffen. 


SEPTEMBER 6, 1961 / 17 





BIBLE WOMEN 


By MARIE KNOTT 


Each of these names contains the letters AN. 
Can you complete all of them? 


AN...... .. m A prophetess (Luke 2:36) 
eee AN woes cose wee = Mother of Samuel (1 Sam. 1:20) 
ee ad AN ...... An Ephesian goddess (Acts 19:28) 


walial Ss AN........... A follower of Jesus (Luke 8:3) 


ANSWERS 
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“Just a skunk,” she said. “Don’t move. It 
will soon go away.” She turned out the 
light, and the animal walked quietly out the 

oor. 

“Whew!” Carol said. “I thought the pan- 
ther had come in for sure! What did the 
skunk want, I wonder?” 

“Just looking for mice or beetles. What a 
night!” 

Later Carol awoke to the sound of ham- 
mering. The sun was lighting the treetops. 
She sat up in bed and saw that Jean was 
putting in her second window already. 

“Will you get breakfast?” asked Jean mat- 
ter-of-factly. “And lay out Timmy's clean 
shirt? There are fifteen of these windows 
still to do, and I’ve got to have them done 
before evening. I can’t live without sleep, 
and I can’t sleep in a zoo. So tomboy or not, 
in go the windows.” She sawed off the 
length of trim lumber she had been meas- 
uring. “I'll just stop long enough for wor- 
ship, and thank God no harm came to us.” 





Two Boys Without a Home 
From page 7 


all come home and be a happy family 
again.” 

The two brothers hadn’t been to the city 
before and never realized a place could be 
so large! The big house was a two-story 
building with a large plum tree in the front. 
At the door stood a lady waiting to greet 
them. She had a smile on her face and 
looked very kind. They knew they were 
going to like her from the start. 

“Welcome, boys,” she said. “My name is 
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Mother Hudson. We're so glad you are here 
to stay with us for a while. Come in and 
meet all the boys and girls.” 

It didn’t take long for Marion and Billy 
to get acquainted with everyone. Mother 
stayed for about an hour, but she had to 
leave. It was hard to say good-by to her. 

“Now, my little angels,” she said, “I 
want you to be good and to mind Mother 
Hudson just as you would mind me. Do 
everything she says and be nice to the 
other children. I know you'll have a wonder- 
ful time while you are here.” 

“Mother, you won't be gone too long, 
will you?” Marion asked with the tears 
streaming down his face. 

“Not if I can help it, darling,” she said 
cheerfully, but with a lump in her throat. 
“Bye-bye now. Remember to stay sweet 
and say your prayers every night. God bless 
you both.” And she was gone. 

It was a sad parting, but the boys felt 
better soon, for the children were kind to 
them. 

The first day at the big house was full of 
excitement. Mother Hudson asked them, 
“Boys, how would you like to have a bath, 
get cleaned up, and put on some fresh 
clothes?” 

“That'd be great!” Billy said excitedly. 
Marion didn’t say a thing, because he didn’t 
like the idea too well. 

It wasn’t long before they found them- 
selves in a tub of warm, soapy water. What 
fun they had! But try as hard as they could, 
they just could not get their elbows clean. 

“Well, we'll fix that,” said Mother Hud- 
son. She went out on the back porch and 
got a scrub brush, and say, did those boys 
ever get a good scrubbing! 

“Take it easy!” said Marion. “That thing 
is rough.” 

When he was told they would have to 
have a bath every day, Marion groaned, “Oh, 
no!” 

After they were bathed they were shown 
to their room upstairs. It was a large room 
with enough beds for ten boys. 

“Say, which bed do we sleep on?” Mar- 
ion asked in awe as they stood there and 
gazed at the beautiful room. Why, you 
couldn’t begin to compare their old room 
at home with this one! 

“You have a bed apiece plus a dresser to 
keep your things in,” answered Mother 
Hudson. 

Was this ever nice! A good home to live 





in while mother was in the hospital and 
even a bed each to sleep on! This was 
wonderful! 

“We surely do thank you for all these 
nice things,” Billy said, and Marion agreed 
wholeheartedly. 

By the time they had their things put 
away it was almost time for supper; so 
they went downstairs. The dining room 
was large. There was a long table in the 

iddle. All ate together, and everyone got 
enough. Billy and Marion hadn’t seen so 
many kinds of good things to eat at one 
time before in their lives! 

“Would you look at that!” Billy whis- 
pered to Marion. “Wonder where they get 
all this food?” Marion was too busy eating 
to answer him. 

When supper was over, everyone took 
his dishes to the kitchen to be washed, 
then headed for the playroom for a while 
before worship. 

A bell was rung, and everyone gathered 
in the large living room. One of the older 
girls played the piano. Some choruses were 
sung. Everybody took part in the singing 
except Billy and Marion. They didn’t know 
the songs, so they just listened. 

Mother Hudson read them a story, and 
then everyone repeated the memory verse 
from the Sabbath school lesson for the 
week. The worship period ended with the 
Lord’s Prayer. 

Bedtime found the two little brothers 
ready and waiting; they were so tired. That 
first day had been so full of things happen- 
ing to them that they hadn’t had time to 
think of their mother and father. It surely 
had been a long day for them and was 
probably the most important day in their 
lives. 

“Billy,” Marion said, “let’s ask Jesus to 
help mamma get well soon, O.K.?” 

“O.K.,” answered Billy. 

Sleep finally came to the two brothers 
who would, in the very near future, find 
themselves without a mother or a father. 

Everyone was happy at the children’s 
home, it seemed. Only when some of the 
children were taken away to live with other 
folks was there a little sadness, but the 
kind lady was always bringing in more 
children. Some came in late at night, and 
Mother Hudson would have to get up out 
of bed and bathe them, give them food, and 
find a place for them to sleep. She always 
had plenty of things to do, but she was 





The Sabbath 


September 

10. Gen. 2:2 The first Sabbath 

11. Gen. 2:3 The Sabbath set aside 

12. Luke 4:16 Jesus kept the Sabbath 

13. Mark 2:27 Sabbath was made for man 
14. Luke 6:5 Christ, Lord of the Sabbath 
15. Acts 18:4 Paul went to the synagogue 
16. Isa. 66:22 Sabbath in new earth 








never too busy to stop and kiss a little hand 
or even a foot that had been hurt some way. 

News came one day that the little broth- 
ers’ mother had died in the hospital. It was 
the hardest thing they had ever faced. They 
loved their mother dearly, and now they 
would never have her again! They couldn't 
accept it for a long time. During their sor- 
row everybody was kind to them and tried 
to help them forget. They were brave boys, 
and after a while they got over this great 
disappointment. 

Their father decided the best thing to 
do was to sign papers for his sons to be 
adopted out into a home where people 
could take care of them and love them. He 
did this just a few days before he was 
taken to the State prison to begin serving 
a life sentence. One day a Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist minister came to the big house, 
looking for some children for a couple in 
north Georgia. 

“I have just the right children for you,” 
said Mother Hudson. “They are Billy and 
Marion Johnson, two very nice boys.” 

The boys were introduced to the minis- 
ter, and he was very much impressed with 
them. 

“Boys, how would you like to come with 
me to a home in Georgia and live with a 
lonely couple who have no children?” he 
asked. “They live on a large farm and have 
a lot of animals.” 

“Hey, that sounds great!” Marion said. 
“When do we leave?” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the third quarter: "Lessons From the Gospel of John." 


Xll—Jesus and Pilate 


(September 16) 


MeEMoRY VERSE: “Jesus answered, My king- 
dom is not of this world: if my kingdom were 
of this world, then would my servants fight” 
(John 18:36). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read about the way in which Jesus was ill- 
treated in John 19:1-12. Read the memory 
verse a few times. What is Christ’s kingdom? 


SUNDAY 


Jesus, a Voluntary Sacrifice 


Open your Bible to John 10. 


On the way to the Garden of Gethsemane 
Jesus talked to His disciples about His going 
away, and how by the Holy Spirit they could 
be true and faithful to Him and the work of 
His kingdom. His great hour of sacrifice had 
now come. He stopped at the gate of the Garden 
for prayer, then took Peter, James, and John 
into the Garden. There in agony of soul He 
made His decision. “Not my will, but thine be 
done.” Soon Judas, the betrayer, came, and 
Jesus was arrested. 

Jesus did not have to come to earth and live 
with sinful men. God did not compel Him to. 
Jesus volunteered to come to the help of a 
world mortally wounded by Satan. 

A few weeks ago when we were thinking 
about Jesus as the Good Shepherd, we read a 
verse where Jesus said that the Good Shepherd 
gave His life for the sheep (John 10:11), and 
that He lay down His life for the sheep (John 
10:15). It was of His own will that He did this. 
Read what Jesus said, in verse 18. 

“This was a voluntary sacrifice. Jesus might 
have remained at the Father’s side. He might 
have retained the glory of heaven, and the hom- 
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age of the angels. But He chose to give back 
the scepter into the Father’s hands, and to 
step down from the throne of the universe, 
that He might bring light to the benighted, 
and life to the perishing.”—-The Desire of Ages, 
pp. 22, 23. 

Even as the serpent was lifted up in the 
wilderness, that all who looked on it might be 
healed of the serpent’s bite, so Jesus allowed 
Himself to be lifted up on the cross, that all 
who look to Him in faith may be healed of the 
deadly sting that Satan inflicts. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
131, par. 2. 

THINK how much we owe Christ for vol- 
unteering to die for us. 

Pray that you may never lose sight of what 
Christ’s sacrifice means. 


MONDAY 
The Jews Get Help From the Romans 


Open your Bible to John 18. 


The Jews had had Christ arrested in the Gar- 
den of Gethsemane, but they were faced with a 
problem. They could not have Him put to 
death themselves, for they were under Roman 
rule and were not permitted to pass sentence of 
death. They needed to find a crime against Jesus 
that the Roman law would say was serious 
enough to justify His being given a sentence 
of death. 

Jesus had been examined first by Annas, the 
old retired high priest, and then by the regular 
high priest, Caiaphas. He was then led to 
Pilate in the hope that he would consent to 
sentence Him to death. Read verse 29 and find 
what Pilate asked the Jewish leaders when 
they brought Jesus before him. 











The Jews knew they did not have any real 
accusation to bring against Jesus. Find what 
they said in their irritation, in verse 30. 

They wanted to impress Pilate with their im- 
portance by hinting that they certainly 
wouldn’t have brought a prisoner before him if 
he were not worthy of death. They hoped that 
Pilate would not make an investigation, but 
would deliver Jesus to be killed right away. 
They did not want any delay, for they feared 
that if word of the arrest got around, the 
many friends of Jesus would make a protest. 

Find what Pilate told them to do, in verse 31. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 


@: 724. 

THINK how the Jews used cunning and craft 
against Jesus. 

Pray that you may be honest and without 
guile as you deal with others. 


TUESDAY 


Pilate Questions Jesus 


Open your Bible to John 18. 


Pilate had been much impressed with Jesus 
when He was brought before him. Our Lord did 
not look like the common criminals that Pilate 
was used to dealing with. He could not help 
noticing the nobleness of His features and the 
gentleness and kindness of His expression. Yes, 
this was no ordinary man, he told himself. 

Pilate, who had been talking outside the judg- 
ment hall to the Jews—for they would not at 
the Passover time defile themselves by going 
into the judgment hall—re-entered the hall. 
Find what he asked Jesus, in verse 33. 

The Jews had told Pilate that Jesus had de- 
clared He was King. If Jesus had said He was 
a king, He could be accused of treason against 
the Roman Government. That is why Pilate 
asked Him, “Art thou the King of the Jews?” 

Jesus was indeed a King, but not of an 
earthly kingdom. He tried to show Pilate the 
real nature of His kingdom. Read Christ’s ex- 
planation of His kingdom, in verse 36. 


For furthet reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
727, pars. 1-4. 

THINK how different Christ’s kingdom is from 
earthly kingdoms. 

Pray that you may be a subject of Christ’s 
kingdom of peace. 


WEDNESDAY 


Jesus Is Ill-treated 


Open your Bible to John 19. 


After questioning Jesus, Pilate went outside 
the judgment hall again and told the waiting 
Jews, “I find in him no fault at all” (John 
18:38). 

This made the Jews very angry. Pilate was a 
weak man, and he did not want to arouse the 
anger of the Jews against himself, yet he could 
not find Jesus guilty of anything. So he com- 
promised. Find the cruel order he gave, in 
verse 1. 

In front of the multitudes Jesus was taken 
and scourged. He was covered with wounds 
and was faint with weariness. 

Satan seemed to take charge of the cruel 
Roman soldiers on that occasion. They had 
nothing against Jesus, but they added their 
torments to those of the mob. Read about how 
they mocked Him, in verses 2 and 3. 

Once more Pilate went out and pleaded with 
the Jewish leaders, saying, “I find no fault in 
him” (John 19:4). 

This only seemed to make the crowd more 
furious than ever. Find in verse 6 what they 
cried out. 

At last, losing patience with them, Pilate 
gave in to their wishes. In the last part of 
verse 6, find what he said to the crowd. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
734, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK of the sufferings Jesus went through 
uncomplainingly for us. 

Pray that you may always be aware how 
much it cost Jesus to give us eternal life. 


Pilate looked down at the snarling mob, and, pointing to Jesus, said, “Behold the man!” 





A. CISERI, ARTIST 


THURSDAY 


Pilate’s Last Attempt to Secure Christ's Release 
Open your Bible to John 19. 


Pilate was afraid when he heard the Jews 
say that the prisoner before him had “made 
himself the Son of God.” Perhaps this noble- 
looking Man was the Son of God, after all. He 
went back into the judgment hall. Find, in 
verse 9, what he asked Jesus and how Jesus 
replied. 

Jesus had already told Pilate who He was, 
and what His kingdom was, and there was 
nothing more He could say. Pilate was angry 
at His silence, however. Find what he said to 
Jesus, in verse 10. 

In gentle tones, Jesus reproved Pilate, re- 
minding him that even he could have no power 
if it were not that it had been given him from 
above. Read what He said, in verse 11. 

Pilate, still feeling that this Man before him 
was not an ordinary man, tried once more to 
have Jesus released, but the Jews would have 
none of it. They said something that they knew 
would put Pilate in a bad relation to Caesar. 
Find what it was, in verse 12. 


“This was touching Pilate in a weak point. 
He was under suspicion by the Roman Govern- 
ment, and he knew that such a report would be 
ruin to him. He knew that if the Jews were 
thwarted, their rage would be turned against 
him. They would leave nothing undone to ac- 
complish their revenge. He had before him an 
example of the persistence with which they 
sought the life of One whom they hated with- 
out reason.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 737. 

So there stood Jesus before Pilate, con- 
demned by the people He came to save. Next 
week we will study about His sacrifice on the 
cross. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
737, pars. 2-5; p. 738, pars. 1-3. 

Tuink! Are you, like Pilate, more afraid of 
other people than of the God of heaven? 

Pray that everything you do may be honest 
in God’s sight. 


FRIDAY 


Wuo saip, to whom, and on what occasion? 

“If he were not a malefactor, we would not 
have delivered him up unto thee.” 

“Art thou the King of the Jews?” 

“My kingdom is not of this world.” 

“Hail, King of the Jews!” 

“Behold, I bring him forth to you, that ye 
may know that I find no fault in him.” 

“Crucify him, crucify him.” 

“Knowest thou not that I have power to 
crucify thee, and have power to release thee?” 

“Thou couldest have no power at all against 
me, except it were given thee from above.” 

“If thou let this man go, thou art not Caesar’s 
friend,” 


Review the memory verse. 


Two Boys Without a Home 
From page 19 
“Yeah!” Billy exclaimed. “When do we 
leave?” 


“It'll take time to get all the papers 
signed, but we'll do our best to hurry 
things up,” the minister said. 

The boys were hesitant about leaving 
the big house, because it had been their 
home for nearly four years. 

“We want to thank you for everything 
you have done for us,” Billy said to Mother 
Hudson as they started to leave. 

“Any time you feel like coming back, 
boys, we will be glad to have you. I know 
you will enjoy your new parents. You've 
got a bright future ahead of you. Go, and 
God bless you both,” and Mother Hudson 
stood with tears in her eyes, waving 
good-by. 

The boys often wrote to Mother Hudson 
and told her of the good times they were 
having and how they loved their new Chris- 
tian parents. 

Mother Hudson was my mother. That’s 
why I know the story of Billy’s and Mar- 
ion’s life. While they were at the orphan- 
age we grew to love them very much. To- 
day they are good Seventh-day Adventists, 
preparing to enter God’s work. They want 
to help spread the gospel so Jesus can come 
soon. 

There are times when we don’t want to 
do things our parents tell us to, or we neg- 
lect to do our duties around the house. 
These are the times when we should think 
of Billy and Marion and the many other 
boys and girls in their position. Do we al- 
ways count our blessings? If we do, I am 
sure we follow the advice of the Bible: 
“Honour thy father and thy mother: that 
thy days may be long upon the land which 
the Lord thy God giveth thee.” 
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Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring. 
Retail $62.50. 





Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 





ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 


Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 
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Migration of Birds, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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1. The seasonal migration of birds must have begun 
soon after the Flood. There is evidence that after 
the dispersal from the ark life centered around the 
tropic and semitropic areas of the globe. This mi- 
gration is largely a feature of the Northern Hemi- 





sphere because it has by far the larger temperate and 
arctic land area. 2. As the bird populations increased 
and the northern ice melted with the warming climate 
the birds moved north for the breeding season. Dur- 
ing the winter they traveled south in flocks again. 

















3. At nesting time male birds establish their territo- 
ries and drive out others of the same species. For this 
reason and also to find food for growing young, 
breeding birds need more room. 4. With some species 
the whole population shifts north in spring, but in 





6. When European starlings were unwisely introduced 
into New York they spread rapidly, so that they are 
now across the continent. Japanese starlings intro- 
duced into Vancouver about the same time have dis- 
persed less than 100 miles inland. 7. In Europe the 
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other species some may nest in Florida and their 
neighbors go up to Canada. 5. Besides the seasonal 
migration there is the dispersion of young birds going 
farther afield to find homes when the home territory 
is taken up. This probably also influenced migration. 














starlings migrate to some extent, but in America the 
pattern of their migration instincts is disturbed and 
they wander around in large flocks in the fall. 8. Not 
being able to find their routes they gather in the 
cities to find warmth around chimneys and buildings. 








